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stand. That fellow Riggs was always bumping some-
thing ! He looked out. The chauffeur had got down and
was examining his mudguard.
" What was that ? " said Soames,
" I think it was a pig, sir."
" Where ? "
" Shall I drive on, or see ? "
Soames looked round. There seemed no inhabitants in
sight.
" Better see."
The chauffeur disappeared behind the car. Soames
remained seated. He had never had any pigs. They said
the pig was a clean animal. People didn't treat pigs
properly. It was very quiet! No cars on the road ; in
the silence the wind was talking a little in the hedgerow.
He noticed some stars.
" It is a pig, sir ;  he's breathing."
" Oh ! " said Soames. If a cat had nine, how many lives
had a pig ? He remembered his father James' only riddle :
" If a herring and a half cost three-ha'pence, what's the
price of a gridiron ? " When still very small, he had
perceived that it was unanswerable.
" Where is he ? " he said.
" In the ditch, sir."
A pig was property, but if in the ditch, nobody would
notice it till after he was home. " Drive on," he said :
" No ! Wait! " And, opening the near door, he got out.
After all, the pig was in distress. " Show me," he said, and
moved in the tail-light of his car to where the chauffeur
stood pointing. There, in the shallow ditch, was a dark
object emitting cavernous low sounds, as of a man asleep
in a Club chair.
" It must belong to one of them cottages we passed a
bit back," said the chauffeur.